THE   IMMORTAL   CBOY'

had an instantaneous and well-merited success. But
the publishers had to give up their pretty paper binding.
The libraries protested, and had to be appeased with
cloth. It was a pity. The paper was a delightful
experiment and, from every point of view save the
utilitarian, an unqualified success.

This volume, which fully achieved the triumph Le
Gallienne had predicted for it, went into several editions,
was published in America, and gave its name to a series*
of books of which the following were among the more
important:

A Child of the Age,      by Francis Adams.
The Great God Pan,    by Arthur Machen,
Grey Roses,                 by Henry Harland.

Monochromes,               by Ella D'Arcy.

The Mountain Lovers, by Fiona Macleod.    (William

Sharp.)

Thirty years or more afterwards, I saw 'George
Egerton' again. At her invitation I went to call upon
her. This time, instead of a lady in white with black
hair, I saw a lady in black with white hair, but, in spite
of the passage of the years, the vivacity and charm which
had lured me from my stool that far-off summer morning
in Vigo Street had suffered no abatement.

Perhaps no book was more characteristic of The
Bodley Head of those days than the Autobiography of A
Boy, by G. S. Street, bound in a cloth, pale greyish-green
in hue, that shone like watered silk. The Boy, 'Tubby',
belonged to a type that the 'aesthetic craze* had en-
gendered in rather alarming abundance. *He had been
expelled from two private and one public school; but
his private tutor gave him an excellent character, proving
that the rough and ready methods of schoolmasters'
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